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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I got er pair er shop-made boots 

That Dad had made fer me, 
Er pair er silver-mounted spurs 

Es pretty es can be. 

We ride ter all the dances, 

En when I get on the floor 
I'm sure to hear Dad playin' 

Old Turkey in the Straw!- 

I've got a young cow-puncher roped, 

I've got 'im on my string; 
En everything is lovely — 

We'll be married in the spring; 

Es we ain't much on religion 

We'll be married by the law, 
En I kin hear Dad playin' 

Old Turkey in the Straw! 



PECOS TOM 

Where the old Fort Sumner Barracks look down on the 
Pecos wide, 

In a dug-out near the crossin' we was a-sittin' side by side. 

Old Pecos Tom, the cow-man, en your humble servant me, 

Was a-swappin' cow-camp stories in the fall of Eighty- 
three, 
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When my gaze it sorter fastened on a gun slung on his side, 
Worth some fifteen thousand dollars — say, maybe you think 

I've lied? 
But the handle was plumb covered with diamonds of all 

size, 
En she'd glitter, en she'd glisten, es she hung down from 

his side. 

You could have bought his whole darned outfit fer a yearlin' 

steer or two; 
Hat, boots, overalls, en chaps-— there was nothin' that was 

new. 
Lived down in a dug-out, on jus' sour-dough bread en beef, 
En was just about es happy es a Choctaw Indian chief. 

Figured he had ten thousand cattle en the whole wide range 

was his, 
En if he wanted a good six-shooter it was no one else's biz. 
So when he shipped a train er steers to Chicago late one 

fall, 
En was strollin' on up State Street, he thought he'd make a 

call 

On the biggest jewelry outfit, that kept gaudy things to 

wear. 
But when he asked for a six-shooter the Jew clerk began to 

stare : 
"Yes, we've got one that was ordered for a bloomin' English 

lord, 
But I reckon from your outfit it's a gun you can't afford. 
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"It will cost you fifteen thousand." Says Old Tom, "Just 

give her here, 
You counter-jumpin' goniff!" En he grabbed him by the 

ear, 
En he peeled off fifteen thousand to the Hebrew standing 

there, 
Sayin', "Don't judge western cow-men by the outfits that 

they wear!" 

" 'light, stranger, 'light" 

For this is the law of the western range 

When a stranger hails in sight — 
"Just tie up your hoss in the old corral, 

En 'light, stranger, 'light!" 

'Tis a land of hospitable people, 

You're welcome in daytime or night; 
Always one more chair at the table, 

So it's " 'Light, stranger, 'light!" 

We don't ask no inquisitive questions, 

If your people are native or white. 
At our ranch you will find you are welcome, 

So it's " 'Light, stranger, 'light!" 

You may be an outlaw, or preacher, 

Got into some place kinda tight — 
Someday you'll return the favor, 

So it's " 'Light, stranger, 'light !" 
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